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INVITATION TO SADHANA 


Have at that silent hill, 

that 'not’ which cradles the numberless words. 

Meditation, populous as slumbers and fluttering with form, 
give me a mirror and show me how to watch. 


Filled with the sight he went searching. 

Believing in excitement and pious Antichrist, 

he sought confirmation. 

He walked each path, but on stones. 

He dared to dream the Lord's City. 

He entered in astonishment where bakers pronounce the Suffering One. 


Northward was full of thundering. 

He came south to the Great Island of the dark burning. 
There Life's God laid a silver sea. 

There, on a Hill, he dug the miracle Body. 


He is the One, and also the Paul, 

who was another Joseph, another baptized by holy Ananias. 

The ruby and Him are all, they have that stream of precious books, 
that fine gentle grace. 

We are red, surpassing wonders of books and gemstones. 

Above these wretched rubies of malady, all is clear. 


The mysteries descend to the Host, 
"Twelve has significance to Twelve." 


The Faith world shall have faith in stones. 
Its subject is fallen in excessive approach, 
and compelled to bewilderment. 


A Miner went into the City of Death, 
beyond the Goddess of Dreadful Things, 
and there He told Man's story 

Where celebrants protect the sacred wall, 
He sang. 


AESTHETICS 


a poem is in the bop, not what it's formed with 
a life is in the be-now, and every moment it holds in 
a universe is in the both of neither one that's in it 
a mystery is in the bite, no less than in the kiss 


ARLINGTON 


Sweating in July heat that reflected off the white marble 

We walked briskly behind the flag-covered caisson 
Uncomfortably suited to the occasion 

You ran along beside, twisted, to catch us with your videocam 
As if you could catch the death that les just up ahead 


The box of ashes was deposited in the niche 
To memorialize the man who wasn't there 
Some of us wondered who would be next 
Death is the hunter who catches all quarry 
Whose game of life we play for all we're worth 


Time is both analog and digital. 
We experience it as seamless, 
continuous, 
an unbroken string of eternal nows, 
first it’s to come, 
then it’s here, 
then gone, 
yet it’snever really separate 

from all the other moments on the timeline. 


This is true, 
though we can 
just as easily 
visualize time as a succession 
of discontinuous flashes, 
like the points on a line. 


And just as with points, 
there is always a now between any other two nows, 
which is nonetheless 
discrete, 
individual, 
and different from any other now. 


THE MUSIC OF TEARS 


rhythm-creaking chair 
where do words arise? 
a tree is falling 
the money's gone 
tea has few calories 
diet root beer will not save America 
eternity laughs at the edifice of man 
"the universe is nothing!" is no answer 
the serious fool cries tears of laughter 
creation is parthenogenesis 
but the Parthians have gone 
the way of all empires is death 
the fool is sacrificed to love 
the love is filled with pain 
the pain is really joy 
and symmetry is imbalance righting itself by tilting the world 


Iam not Archimedes 
am I not dying? 

can life go on forever? 

can nonexistence exist? 
is futility the Moon in Aquarius? 
is poetry the moon in my eyes? 


we love each other 
which is why we never see each other 
the pain is too great to bear 
all those dreams 
and the reality tastes like sawdust 
the floor is covered with slime 
which neither of us will kneel and wipe away 
my liver is fairly bursting with bile 
your stomach is ready to bust 
we cannot ignore our organs forever 


got robbed in Oakland 

5 dollars taken by hoodlums of indiscriminate race 
and later, at McDonald's 

they gave me 5 bucks extra in change 


Harry Reems displays his large penis for money 
in films where he screws 7 women 

while at the Convent of St. Anne's 
Mother Mary Margaret has never fucked at all 


like the man who built up so much power, made so much money 
by lying and cheating 
that when they caught him 
he was forced to retire 
and just be satisfied with having selected his own successor 
while another man worked all of his life in numbness for electric appliances 
and wasn't happy 
but never knew he was sad 


no ripoffs here 
these are not fables 

nothing's ironic but the law of conservation: 
money to power to sex 

form to force to life 
all transmuted, none destroyed 

every virtue, every vice 


like a big bark dog with a big bad bite 
like the cats in the kitchen playing with mice 
like a nursery rhyme or a moanful howl 
like it all ends anyway 


DISTRACTION 


despair was writing a poem 
on some bloody typewriter 
somewhere to the right of my heart 
a buzz-saw whined in the distance 
as if nature could be distracted 
a fly buzzed around the room 
avoiding my hand until he tired 
of playing and made a beeline 
for the door 
I listened to some silence 
then went to bed 
forgetting to shower 


FOLDED LOGIC 


feelings turned on feelings 
explode in pain or bliss 
senses turned on senses 
make for life and death 
logic turned on logic 
results in 'why?' 


it is not logical 
to live a question mark 
and feel and sense 
and think, not understand 
the why of life and lust and shame 


yet breathing turned on breathing 
makes it worth it 
all the same 


PROJECT UNIVERSE 


first, a physical reality 
jars of elements 
clutter a table in front of Carl Sagan 
he explains what they all are 
and says that the only difference between him and them 
is how he and they are organized 
but he's not quite right 
"how" is a part of it, 
but "what" is a more important part 
is what organizes Carl Sagan different than what organizes me? 
our chemicals are virtually the same, but our psyches? do we have psyches? 
perhaps Carl doesn't, but he must have chemicals organized as a brain 


secondly, this brain operates by instinct 
instinct underlies waking consciousness 
and dreaming is purely instinctual 


thirdly, semantic thought and the logic of grammar 
define consciousness 


fourthly, desire and distaste may give rise to losing and winning 
fifth, is the heart of the matter 
the vision 
from its brilliant fullness of noon 
from its subtle canvas of twilight 
from its indigo blot of midnight 
to the most glorious epiphanies of its blazing dawn: 


it's who you are not how you are 


six: you must have a direction 
you shall choose and act 


seven: be pleased to pay all debts (you may only cheat in your Own universe) 
eight: teardrops still permitted 
nine: laughter only 


there is a tenth one also 


DREAM 


We sit in the meadow 
almost touching 
Your eyes request my lips 
"T've never felt this close to anyone," you whisper 
I can't move 
I want to kiss your shoulder 
with my hand 
I can't speak 
I want to say, "I love you" 
I just gaze into your eyes 
Our faces are so close together 


And so it goes, 
awareness is knowledge is experience is consciousness. 
If you know what something means it's sure to mean something different 
tomorrow, 
or why go on living? 
Sex is God, but God is not sex, 
God is seven. 
Even old Jehovah knew the secret 
"Thou shalt have no other gods before ME" 


Relax and be yourself, 

in the end there's no other choice anyway. 
You can pretend to be other than you are, 
you can even believe it. 

But belief has its limits, 
it can't change limitlessness. 


The angel won't talk 
so I'm forced to take desperate measures, 


"I'm holding this body hostage 
until you tell me what I want to know!" 


"Go ahead.", 
said the angel, 


"Pull the trigger", 
her glow began to burn, 
"I've been planning to kill it anyway!" 


And at that the earth shook, 
heaven fell, 


and I was me. 


A MESSAGE FROM THE DEAD 


don't end 


when you 


into that 


don't be fr 


everythi 


Chariot 


A still, small voice 


spoke up 
from the back of the burning bus. 


"Driver, 
why am I talking to myself?", 
it said. 


"Because there ain't nobody 
but me, buddy.", 


the driver mused, 

as if anyone else 

could hear. 

I got off at Church and Market. 


Forgetfulness, sleep, and death. 


PIECED TOGETHER OUT OF OLD DISCONTINUOUS MOMENTS LIKE NOW 
Buddha said find 
out for yourself 


so people came and 
asked him how to do it 


history repeats itself (but not as 
often as you hear that repeated) 


the smell of a rose does 
not replace its roots 


THE CONCRETE WILDERNESS 


to Butte, Montana 

1 sing your praises New York 

cliche of cities 

gaseous humidity dripping from nervous July shingles 
home of the Yanks 

and tugs 

and tugboat charmer Mickey Bitsko 

and Big Brer rabbit tester 

and Dick, perhaps more emphatic in his love 

New York, i sing your praises 

you cram a lot of space into eight million people 

you cram more living into life, more than is actually there 
in fact, you are more than life, you are Montana 

with people 

New York, i sing your praises 

not in neon notes 

not on Broadway 

not seated at the stock exchange 

not dying on the sidewalk of emphysema and alcohol 
not a junkie 

not a policeman 

not a subway writer at one in the morning 

with three different kinds of spray paint 

not insane 

1 Sing your praises like an indian 

with dignity, singing to his soul 

1 sing your praises New York 

to Butte, Montana 

and here 


YOU ALREADY KNOW 


The endless ex panse of space, 

the boundless duration of time, 

these are the spirits of this matter. 

But all is a paradox; 

how can this unspeakable word be uttered? 

how can we, frail, pathetic, finite beings as we are, exist? 
And the answer comes, 

we do not exist! 

Any more than a shadow exists. 

And how do we find light? 

Look past the obstruction which creates the illusion of shadow. 
There is the Light. 
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Don't kid yourself, 

success, fame, fortune, love & lust, every human desire, 
is as nothing compared to that Light. 

The vast majority of humankind 

wastes its toil & tears, 

wastes its seemingly limited years 

in a struggle for what is only ashes left behind by the fiery demise of 
unutterable truth. 

If you are listening to me then you do not hear; 

if you see these things then you are blind; 

if you have ever lived then you are death itself. 

But grieve not, 

because in fleeting eternal moments, 

points in time, 

events in space, 

the end of all happening is already being born, 

dying, 

dries up, 

and blew away long before you were aware. 

The dance of polar opposites makes up its own music as it goes; 
man & woman, 

friend and foe, 

self & other, 

I & thou — 

these are mysteries which everyone understands. 


IT 


baudelaire knew 
and cried the tears 
of celibacy 
because of it 


poe knew 

and tried to 
marry his way 
out of it 


gertrude stein knew 
and had to go 

to paris, france 

to say it 


kerouac knew 
and even 

his mother 
can't deny it 


life and death know 
don't ask me how 
i feel it 


eternal birth 
eternal death 
are it 


no amount 
of reasoning or unreasoning 
can change it 


A TALE FROM THE LIEH-TZU: 


A man went hunting in the thick wilderness. 
He set fire to the woods 
in order to stampede the animals, 
while he waited by a cliff face 
to cut them down as they emerged from the trees. 


Suddenly he saw an old man, 
naked and filthy, 
walk straight out of the rock and continue right on into the burning forest, 
entirely oblivious. 


The hunter, 
curiosity conquering fear, 
nimbly followed after him, 
just in time 
to see the old man step unscathed out of a roaring pyre. 


Catching up, the hunter asked him, 

“Tell me, sir, how is it that you can walk through solid rock?” 
“Rock? What do you mean by rock’”’’, 

answered the old man as he continued his march. 


““And you can also walk through fire!” 
“Fire? What is fire?” 
Then the old man, 
unable to distinguish anything at all, 
walked directly into a nearby lake, 


and quickly disappeared beneath its muddy waters. 


How can nothing be something? When it's a jar. 
Pickles for some are olives for others. 


"Zero equals two" 
makes fine sense as a metaphor, 
but it’s awful mathematics, 
and mathematics, 
lest we forget, 
are the blueprints of existence. 


Metaphors, 
on the other hand, 
are the building blocks of poetry. 


“religious experiences” vs. The Religious Experience— 
how are they related, if at all? 


Visions, dreams, trances, altered states, 
are among those events, 


witnessed or remembered as describable collections of somatic impressions, 
which may be termed “religious experiences”. 


The Religious Experience is a much tougher cookie to bake, 
and then it ends up eating you! 


The unfettered operation of unbiased reason 

leads eventually to the recognition that reason 

is entirely inadequate to answer 

many of the most important questions of human life 

(though it is quite admirably suited to the creation of technological comfort, 
and the exploration of the physical realm of existence). 


This wordless Religious Experience, 

which is not an experience, 

not an event (though the realization of it may appear as an event 
to those individuals who witness its seeming echoes 

in the life of another individual), 

this soundless sound, 

as it has been described 

in that peculiar and forthright form of poetic contradiction 
which is native to all the greatest mystics 

across all boundaries 

of faith, nation, or era, 
this dualistic nothingness, 

is as pointless to talk about as to leave unsaid. 


That which cannot be said, 

must therefore be said, 

nay, shouted 

from the very pinnacles of our dwelling places, 
"Thou art That, and That am I!" 


Worship of the ego is only possible 
where worship ceases to exist. 


You are what you do when you do what you must. 
Becoming is the realization of already having been, 
and being is the experience of everything you are not. 


Each thing is not merely connected 
with every other thing, 

but all things coexist 

in an endless series of hierarchies. 


The molecule in one of your cells is to that cell 
as that cell is to your entire body. 


Your body is to the entire human species 

as that species is to all life on Earth, 

which itself mirrors all life, 

which life mirrors all being, 

which being mirrors all non-being; 

and thus was the Creation done with mirrors! 
Itis within these imagined hierarchies 

that the Law of Correspondences 

reigns supreme. 


"As above, so below." 
If enough molecules are disrupted by radiation the cell will die. 
Scramble enough of its cells and the organism dies. 
Kill enough organisms and the whole ecosystem collapses. 
Thus, the physical world is revealed 
as a delicate house of cards; 
why not all the more so 
for the worlds of human beings, 


(who carry their universes around inside their heads, 
out of direct contact with reality)? 


I know that the universe exists only because I am conscious of it. 
I know that I exist only because I am conscious of myself. 
I know that consciousness exists only because I am conscious. 
So what is the difference between “T’ and consciousness? 
or “T’ and the universe? 
Where to draw the line 
between “T’ and you? 


HOW TO LIVE AS A SINGLE NATURAL BEING 


Breathe in and out but live in the space between breaths. 
Let your thoughts be breaths and find the space between. 
Eat breakfast with friends, and love your enemies because 
they offer you the opportunity to triumph. 

Thereafter, benign indifference is the best revenge. 

Take a long walk every day even if only in your mind. 
Study yourself constantly, but believe yourself never. 
Forget whatever you can. 


Fortunately, 
every time I think I've figured it all out, 
it changes in some way, 
a door opens or shuts, 
a tollbooth or an unmarked fork appears in the road ahead. 


My outlookhas to widen 
to include more of the universe. 


Moe Shapiro was born in 1953 in the city of the angels, Los Angeles, 
California. A confirmed atheist by the age of eight, he progressed to 
adolescent agnosticism, and began to actively seek experience of the divine 
by the age of 21. Confirmation of the existence of a numinous power came at 
the age of 24 when he experienced an eternal moment of ecstatic bliss which 
he has since described as "the universe singing in my heart" though on 
reflection he remembers it as a Light felt as opposed to seen, and a Sound 
lived as opposed to heard. Involvement with a gnostic church followed; first 
as a deacon, and later as a bishop and priest. He has also edited and 
contributed to several small church publications. His education is in history 
and writing, and he has a graduate degree in library and information 
studies. In addition to his religious and academic interests he is also a singer 
and songwriter, performing on many occasions with his band, The 
Invertebrates. He currently resides in Santa Cruz, California, with his wife, 
four year old daughter, and unborn son. 


